
92 

lady D . 

ter, I would 


The Enchanted Caftle. 

If file had been my daiigh- 
never fuffer her to go into 
company again ; 1 had a great mind to box 
her ears. You fee, my dear, that your 
vanity, or felf love, is a folly, \Vhich in. 
Head of making you efteemed', Induces all 
the world to hate you. You have told 
every body that this lady is an ignorant 
woman ; but at the fame time you have 
made tiiem believe that you are cenforrous. 
You have done yourlelf much more injury 
than you have her, who was the fubjed of 
your ridicule. Endeavour therefore tb be- 
come good and charitable. Think before 
you Ipeak, and afle yourfelf this queffion. 
Am not I going to lay Ibme ill-natured 
thing t Inftcad of making remarks upon 
other people’s faults or imperfections, make 
it your bufinels to obferve their good qua- 
lities, and then all the world will admire 
you.— Now Lady Maria will tell us her 
hiftory. 

La^/y Maria* Abrahain loved his fon 
Ifaac extremely, hut\ he loved God Al- 
mighty better, as indeed he ought. One 

day 
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i „ fiod faid to Abraham, Take your fon 
and £0 \ip upon a high mountain, 
^tcrtfi« him luuo me; that is to lay, 

0 cut off his head, and afterwards burn 
? I,ndv It was the cuftom of thole 
Umeho kill beafts and offer them to God, 
and after that, they were burnt ; but it was 
God’s pleafure to have Ifaac inftead of a 
beaft Any other perfon befides Abraham 
would have faid, God has promifed to 
rive mv fon Ifaac a great many children, 
but if" I cannot be; but 

Abraham had more wifdom. He never 
hefitated when God commanded him to do 
any thing, for he knew very well that 
God could do thofe things which to him ap- 
peared impolTible. Abraham prepared 
Ibnae wood, and ordered Ifaac to carry it ; 
and while they were going up to the 
mountain, Ifaac faid to him, Father, we 
have got wood and fire to light it, but wc 
have not any beiafi: to offer as a facrifice 
unto the Lord, The Lord will provide us 
9ue, replied Abraham. BaU when they 
were got to the top of the mountain, he 

faid 
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